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THE ADVOCATE OF PEACE. 



October, 



our ideas are gathered, is under the control of the 
" greedy, high-handed gold-seekers," as you justly term 
them. That the mining interest has been liberally dealt 
with is seen by the London Stock Exchange Year-Book. 
It gives long lists of Transvaal gold mines that pay from 
15 to 675 per cent, a year. That the enemy has no idea 
of even semblance of fair play is seen by his unwilling- 
ness to arbitrate. It is high time, as a matter of inter- 
national Christian citizenship, for us in America to find a 
way to emphatically support application of the Hague 
Peace Conference plan to this case. For Britain to play 
the high-handed murder and robbery evidently contem- 
plated is cowardly and cruel. For us to fail to vigor- 
ously protest will not be creditable to us. The Trans- 
vaal has had generations of bitter experience of British 
driving them north, step by step, from the cape, by in- 
stigating savages to murder women and children, rob 
and burn their homes. Then, assuming that " protection 
of British subjects" demanded annexation, they have had 
reason to be exclusive. For a quarter of a century I 
have been in touch with South Africa. I am personally 
acquainted with General Joubert and with a prominent 
judge in their Supreme Court, and others of their leading 
men and women. They are a people where the Sabbath 
and the family altar are far more sacred than in Britain 
or America. In wealth and culture they are our peers. 
We shall be guilty if we do not insist on arbitration; 
and on arbitration that arbitrates fairly. Britain has no 
more right to dictate to that republic than she has to 
dictate to Massachusetts. Earnestly yours, 

George May Powell, 

President Arbitration Council, 

Philadelphia, Pa. 



The American Flag. 

BY CECELIA DE VEBE. 
Bead at the Mystic Peace Convention. 

It was the emblem of a dawning day, 
Type of earth's brave, aggressive hope, 

The hope that called to freedom far away 
To take a heritage of broader scope. 

That flag flashed glory from the loftiest hight, 
Spanned with new smiles the solemn circling sky, 

Holding the stars it rescued from the night 
(The stars colonial) sparkling safe and high. 

Crushed nations gladly saw through blinding tears 
Emancipation's herald, true and bold, 

Oppression's air was rent with ringing cheers, 
And tyrants read their doom in every fold. 

The Young Republic waved it to the gale, 
Pressing through curling flame and rolling smoke; 

Strong, rapturous voices proudly bade it hail, 
While manhood trampled on a royal yoke. 

Bright broke the sunburst o'er the battlefield 
In splendid contest to its darkling woe, 

Fair rose our ensign, unto freedom sealed, 
As free from blood as morning's vivid glow. 

'Tis true brave men lay white beneath its bloom, 
While sorrow held its staff and wept their fall; 

Still of grim war it prophesied the doom, 
For honor raised it up at heaven's call. 

What was " Old Glory" ? Dreamed we it could fade, 
Or lose the loveliness that arched the tide ? 

Was it an idol for our homage made 

That matin music reared aloft with pride ? 



Whate'er it was, the world now sees with pain 
That flag subservient to greed's desire, 

Treason's black brand, fierce slaughter's crimson stain 
And whelming selfishness that blights like fire. 

The world now sees the banner of our boasts 
Bragged to debasement through invasion's crimes, 

Tattered and crumpled 'neath the putrid hosts 
Rapaciously cut down in their own climes. 

It will not cleanse through leagues of sea outspread, 

Nor purify below the tropic sun; 
It is the winding sheet of murdered dead, 

The pall of victories but lately won. 

O Liberty, bend o'er our flag and weep! 

Thy tears will fall, not on its stains alone, 
But they will fall that schemes so foul and deep 

Were bred like serpents in a land thine own; 

And that misguided patriotic sons 

Were slaughtering helpless ones on sea and shore, 
That "Christian" men stood calmly at their guns 

And saw poor victims deluged in their gore. 

Ah ! they forgot the angels' midnight song, 

These military slaves who must obey, 
Who dare not flinch however great the wrong 

That plants its hideous form in virtue's way. 

Poor military slaves! they prove apace 
The savage blindness that has ruled the years, 

When the fair flag that gladness brought the race 
Now symbolizes rapine, blood and tears. 

It should have fluttered to the angels' song, 
The song of morning stars, that still is sung; 

Men knelt with varying prayers through ages long, 
While but one answer from the chorus rung. 

Besieging centuries in garments red, 
In clotted rankling raiment, kept earth's ills, 

Till simple shepherds heard those strains o'erhead, 
Amid the stillness on Judea's hills. 

We trace a line of progress from that time; 

Learning and science lift their voices strong; 
The arts have reached an altitude sublime; 

Tradition was entrusted with the song. 

O deaf as well as blind the world hath been! 

It did not listen to the notes of peace, 
Nor hear the saving words, " Goodwill to men." 

The much it mastered still excluded these. 

Peacemakers, called the children of Great God, — 
Shall they not shout with joy's ecstatic thrill ? 

Shall they not send the messages abroad 
Of peace on earth and gentle, pure goodwill ? 

Yea, when Bethlehem's star doth shine within, 
And hearts are tuned to love's angelic sphere, 

The whole rich symphony this life shall win; 
Hark ! the sweet prelude even now we hear. 

Mount Lebanon, N. Y. 



The Christian Attitude Toward War 
in the Light of Recent History. 

BY EEV. ALEXANDER MACKENNAL, D. D., OP BOWDON, 
ENGLAND. 

Address delivered at the International Congregational Coun- 
cil, Boston, September 22, 1899. 

The second half of the century began with one of the 
most delightful of the visions which have enraptured the 
youth of the world. On May-day, 1851, the first Inter- 
national Industrial Exhibition was opened in London, 
and we looked on it as the symbol of an abiding peace 
among the civilized nations. Enlightened self-interest 
claimed to be a fellow- worker with the gospel; com- 



